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Summary: 


“Oh, no!” Commodus exclaims, and disturbingly enough, starts taking off 
his clothes. Apollo spots Lityerses coming over with some Germani 


soldiers, but they all stop dead when Commodus gestures at them, still 
getting naked. “You think you’re so great, Percy Jackson? I’m a god!” 


Percy nods. “And I’m Britney Spears, sure.” 


Gods, Apollo’s rubbed off on Percy and not even in the good way. “Percy, I 
appreciate you defending my honor, but this is rather unnecessary and 
dangerous. Do not wrestle the god emperor who was called the New 
Hercules!” 


Alternatively: TOA AU where Apollo takes Percy and Annabeth with him, 
instead of Leo and Calypso. Don't ask me how that works. Percy decides to 
defend Apollo's honor in front of Commodus. Things happen. 


Relationships: Apollo & Percy Jackson, Apollo/Percy Jackson 
Comments: 66 
Kudos: 222 


i love you never felt like any blessing (long story short it was 
the wrong guy) 


Author's Note: 
e For ashilrak. 


yeah so i love the idea of commudus and percy interacting under any 
circumstances because apollo has a type, and that type is dark-haired, 
tanned, handsome fellas with pretty eyes. just look at the official art for 
commodus and hyacinthus and picture an adult percy. you're welcome. 


i asked ashilrak what i could write for her bc finals are killing me and i 
don't have brainpower for my ongoing fics m, and she blessed me by 
picking this. she also picked half the title so fight her about where the 
first part is from. the rest is from taytay swift. thanks bestie 


please enjoy! 


“So you cannot confirm any kills.” Commodus glances at Apollo. “What 
would you advise, Apollo? Should I take time to reflect? Should I consider 
the consequences? Should I perhaps tell my prefect, Lityerses, not to 
worry? He will be fine? He will ALWAYS HAVE MY BLESSINGS?” 


This last line he screams, his voice echoing through the stadium. Even the 
wild centaurs in the stands fall quiet. 


Percy casually scratches his cheek. “Dude, you need a chill pill.” 


Apollo looks up at the sky, for a second, begging for Zeus to go okay, okay, 
this is enough humiliation now, but of course, that doesn’t happen. Instead, 
Commodus turns towards Percy, and strides forwards until he’s up in his 
space, which makes Apollo let out yet another embarrassing sound of alarm 
because uh, the god-emperor that just totaled a car should not be within 
touching distance of Percy Jackson. 


Meg is getting Peaches, so it’s not like she can do much. If there weren’t 
snipers pointed at him sitting on top of Livia, he’d probably try to do 
something stupidly heroic, like... hide behind Percy and tell him to guide 
the way to the exit to save both their lives. 


“You,” Commodus spits out. Literally. Percy doesn’t even react, probably 
because the spit slides right off him. That’s handy. “Disgust me. Another 
pretty boy at the beck and call of the oh so great Phoebus Apollon! Another 
toy to be discarded and betrayed and killed! And now he’s not even 
attractive, or powerful! How do you live with yourself—” 


“First off,” Percy breaks in, tapping his foot against the ground. Apollo is 
too shocked at the genuine hurt in Commodus’ voice to react. “We’re not a 
thing. I got a girlfriend. Second off, you’re one to talk with that beard. It’s 
dirty, dude. Third off, Lester isn’t that ugly, and it’s not my fault Apollo 
didn’t like your ass, so—” 


“Perseus Jackson!” Apollo calls, his pathetic Lester voice breaking from 
how high pitched it gets. “Can we focus on—?” 


“Oh, no!” Commodus exclaims, and disturbingly enough, starts taking off 
his clothes. Apollo spots Lityerses coming over with some Germani 
soldiers, but they all stop dead when Commodus gestures at them, still 
getting naked. “You think you’re so great, Percy Jackson? I’m a god!” 


Percy nods. “And I’m Britney Spears, sure.” 


Gods, Apollo’s rubbed off on Percy and not even in the good way. “Percy, I 
appreciate you defending my honor, but this is rather unnecessary and 
dangerous. Do not wrestle the god emperor who was called the New 
Hercules!” 


“I’m buying time,” Percy shrugs, raising an eyebrow as Commodus stands 
in just his undies, shameless. Apollo does steal a look or two but that is only 
for him to know. “Can’t be that hard, right—>?” 


Commodus goes for his nose, but surprisingly enough, Percy dodges in time 
for his cheek to take the blunt instead. There’s a sickening crack and it 


chills Apollo down to his bones, but where Percy should be down—and 
even Commodus stands impressed that he isn’t—Percy instead rolls with 
the punch and throws himself at Commodus. They fall to the ground and 
he’s never seen anything more horrifying—ly hot—in his entire immortal 
life. 


Apollo admits that he starts writing Percy’s obituary in his head. He 
considers risking his life for the ukulele but as soon as he moves a finger he 
feels the dots over his chest moving, at which point he considers singing, 
but he has a feeling that would get him shot down too. 


Fuck. 


Commodus yells. “He’ll get you killed, Percy Jackson! Use you up and take 
your best years! A demigod of your caliber has no business around dogshit 
like Lester!” 


Percy is caught in Commodus’ headlock but something happens— 
Commodus twitches, then his expression twists in pain and he flinches 
back, letting go of Percy, his eyes widening incredulously. 


“Lester isn’t half bad,” Percy wheezes out, a dark look in his eyes. His jaw 
must be at least cracked, already bruising and swelling, but he growls the 
words out. “He’s trying. If he was blond and I was single I would smash, 
and again, it’s really not my fault you weren’t enough for him—” 


“What did you do to me?” Commodus demands. He looks scared. Apollo 
has no idea what the fuck is happening. “What was that?” 


Percy presses his lips together in a line. “The human body is made of up to 
seventy-percent water. I swore I wouldn’t do this again, but if you’re a god, 
then I guess this is just as fair.” 


Commodus reels back and Apollo would do the same if it didn’t get him 
killed. He never considered... he knows Percy’s powerful. He knows he’s 
only grown more-so ever since he defeated Kronos. In Apollo’s mind, there 
is no doubt he exceeds the usual standard for powerful demigods, for skilled 
heroes. But this is something else entirely and something old, ancient and 


cold, inside whatever remains of Phoebus Apollon, wants to see how far 
Percy is willing to go right now, in his defense. 


He doesn’t get to, however, because then the Hunters of Artemis arrive and 
things get extremely out of control, and next thing he knows he’s in an alley 
flirting with Thalia Grace but wondering in the back of his mind how 
Percy’s doing. 


They get a private moment after dinner, before bed. Percy's jaw has been 
tended to and he has an ugly, ugly bruise left from it. They sit side by side 
on Apollo's cot, in silence, knowing there are things to be said. 


“Percy,” Apollo starts, his tongue heavy. Percy turns his head towards him 
with tired eyes, and a soft smile, and Apollo is overcome with a want unlike 
any other, that feels too big for Lester's skin. He swallows. “Thank you for 
defending me.” 


Percy sighs, nodding. “No problem, man. It's all good. All that matters is 
that we came out of it alive, and, you know, he was being needlessly needy 
about you.” 


“T killed him with my bare hands,” Apollo says, staring blankly. He blinks 
and refocuses on Percy, and finds him frowning slightly. “I did betray him. I 
just didn't think he cared about it so... personally.” 


“You made an impression on him,” Percy shrugs. “It happens, dude. I've 
learned you can't control what people take away from your choices. 
Especially if they get hurt.” 


Percy's eyes are dark, thoughtful. Apollo risks asking. “Did you learn that 
when you discovered that power?” 


“Yes,” Percy clenches his jaw, then winces because it hurts, bringing a hand 
up to the bruise. “Annabeth was terrified of me for months afterwards. I 
think she still is. This quest with you is probably her way to justify that I'm 
not the same guy I was before Tartarus. Can't think about what I could do if 
she's too busy taking down a conspiracy.” 


Apollo frowns. He's noticed the strain on Percy's relationship with 
Annabeth, but he's refrained from giving advice because every time he 
speaks, she looks at him like she wants to gouge his eyes out with a spoon. 
It doesn't make for the best teamwork. But now, if feels appropriate. 


“T think that power is beautiful,’ he says lowly. Percy startles, eyes 
widening at the sheer honesty of his voice. Apollo shrugs. “There's nothing 
harder to get a grasp on than control, Percy. That power is in good hands 
with you. Your choices... sometimes they're crazy, but they work. And I... I 
do love the nature of it. So don't worry about it. If I were Annabeth, I'd trust 
you with it more than anyone or anything.” 


The room grows quiet as they stare at each other in silence afterwards, 
tension building and building as Percy's eyes search his face. He looks so 
surprised that he isn't being labelled a monster, Apollo can't help but reach 
out and trace his fingers along the bruise on his jaw. 


“Your name might bring destruction, Perseus,” Apollo whispers, taking a 
deep breath as Percy's lips part open. He’s suddenly very aware of the little 
distance between them, and of the things Percy said—if he was single, he 
would smash. If he was blond, he'd want him. Apollo's never felt more 
disgusted with himself than he is now. “But you're a hero. You're a 
protector, a nurturer, a giver. You couldn't hurt someone you love on 
purpose, but you also know that hard things need to be done to succeed 
sometimes. There's nothing more remarkable.” 


Percy opens and closes his mouth, licking his lips. Apollo's eyes follow the 
gesture with hunger that feels foreign yet familiar. Percy lets out a deep 
breath and clenches his jaw again, only to wince once more. 


“Thank you,” Percy says. His eyes are wet. “I—gods, Apollo. Thank you.” 


Apollo himself feels teary. “It's nothing. Now, may I try to make the pain 
better?” 


Percy nods, still wide-eyed, and Apollo focuses back on the bruise, looking 
at how dark it's gotten, how there's still some swelling. He sighs, and an old 
hymn comes to him, ancient and forgotten. A paean. 


He sings. 


It works. He watches as Percy's skin lightens slightly and his swelling 
reduces to something that looks manageable, and Percy stares at him the 
whole time with his mouth open, teary eyes, a disbelieving look taking 
residence on his features. 


Once he's done, Apollo finds himself extremely tired, but he has no time to 
worry about that because as soon as he lowers his hand, Percy's leaning in 
and kissing him. 


It is not a chaste kiss. That old primal thing in him comes up to the surface 
and demands he takes this offering. He's kissing back like he's his old self, 
confident and hot, licking into Percy's mouth and biting his lip, sucking his 
tongue into his mouth and shivering in delight at the helpless moan it gets 
him, how Percy's hands come up to his hair and pulls him closer. 


“Fuck,” Percy lets out, pulling back, blinking at him. Apollo grunts and 
leans in to catch his lower lip between his teeth as they make eye contact, 
pulling back and then licking it once it has spanned back in place. Percy's 
eyes widen even more. “Fuck you, you're not even blond.” 


“Or cute,” Apollo agrees, and ignores the feeling of ants crawling under his 
skin. This is not his body. He's never felt this inadequate. Leave it to his 
father to give him a dose of old-fashioned dysphoria. “Is this okay with 
you?” 


Percy nods so fast Apollo fears for his neck. “Yes, gods, I've been thinking 
about this since I was fourteen—” 


He needs to hear no more, not in this body. He steals Percy's lips into a kiss 
and pulls him in; their height difference shows and Apollo hates being 
smaller than him right now because perhaps it'd be nice, amazing even, to 
be held. But right now all he wants is Percy begging him. 


He gets his wish. “Gods, Apollo, can I suck you off? Please? I'll be good, 
I've practised, I swear, I can do it—” 


“Get on your knees,” Apollo clears his throat, trying to will his voice into 
something more mood-appropriate. Percy doesn't seem to care, though, 
because he drops to the ground between his legs and this is what dreams are 
made of. Apollo moans. “Fuck, baby, you look so good on your knees for 
me.” 


Percy's lips twitch as he processes the praise, and Apollo notices 
goosebumps. He'll make sure to take note of that. “Can I, uh, take your 
pants off?” 


Obviously. They spend the next two minutes shimmying him out of his 
pants and underwear and gods, Apollo hates that Lester's lanky body is the 
first thing he sees but he'll make up for it. He will. Big time. 


Before Percy can ask another question, Apollo pulls him by the hair, hard, 
and brings his head close enough to his dick that his lips graze the head. 
“Be good for me and take it, Percy.” 


He doesn't have to say it twice. Percy wraps those pretty pink lips of his 
around his cock and it's all Apollo imagined ever being if not better, and 
he's instantly thrusting inside, watching Percy struggle, only getting harder 
at the thought of him choking. 


He won't last long. Lester's body isn't ideal; he can't even run. This will be 
over so, so soon, and then consequences will be had, because they're not 
supposed to be doing this. But they are. 


So Apollo grabs Percy and fucks his mouth. Hard, fast thrusts, as efficient 
as he can be though he'd like to draw it out. Percy chokes but he also 
moans, and never indicates that he hates it. It has his heart beating wildly in 
his ears, and just when he thinks it can't get any better, Annabeth walks into 
the room. 


She freezes. Percy freezes, but the impression of ichor in Apollo's blood 
boils and sings in delight, and without hesitation, he keeps Percy as still as 
he is, stands with his cock still down his throat, and keeps fucking his 
mouth while looking directly into Annabeth's eyes. 


Percy doesn't pull away. He just holds on for dear life and takes it. “That's 
it, baby. So good. Fuck, you're a walking dream. Gonna treat you so well. 
Bet you're loving this, aren't you?” 


Percy hums in agreement, and Annabeth's horrified expression changes to 
fury. Apollo just smirks. 


“What the fuck do you think you're doing with my boyfriend—>?” 


“Treating him like he deserves,” Apollo shoots back, glaring at her. 
Annabeth steps backwards and he realizes that this must be getting to his 
head, if his godly aura was able to make her back off. “His mouth is so 
fucking good. Is he this good at eating your pussy?” 


Annabeth's face gets so red that his cows could be easily replaced by her. 
“You motherfucking psycho—” 


He looks down at Percy, tracing the bruise on his jaw as he looks up at him 
with wet, devoted eyes. Fuck. This is all he's ever wanted. 


“Close the door,” Apollo says to Annabeth. “Or you're gonna watch your 
boyfriend lap up my cum like the slut he is.” 


Percy moans. Annabeth leaves. And then it's just a few seconds and Lester 
finally stops being a virgin, pulling Percy's hair back and letting his cum 
paint his face with strikes of white. 


Apollo smiles down at him. “You're in trouble, Perseus. Good luck.” 

He doesn't just mean trouble with Annabeth, but rather with him, because 
there's no way he's letting Percy go now. As he nods, Percy seems to 
recognize the same thing. 

But then he asks: “Can you jerk me off?” 


And Apollo discovers that there are, in fact, happy endings. 


Author's Note: 
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